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occasion, when he had to leave the altar for a moment, he was
obliged to step over two or three infants, and once a little
brown boy strayed into the sanctuary, to be gently removed
by the priest with a reproving pat on the head. These
Copts, though some have said how deeply they are sunk in
ignorance and superstition, have at least not forgotten that
Jesus said: " Suffer the little children to come unto me."

While I was watching this interesting congregation, and
thinking how well the Copts have camouflaged themselves
among their conquerors, for there was nothing about their
dress to distinguish them from a Moslem crowd, I felt a gentle
pull at my sleeve. It was my friend, the young son of the
sacristan, whom I had met during my visits to this church.
Beckoning me from my seat, ho led the way into an adjoining
courtyard, where I smelt the sweet warmth of baking bread.
" My father prepares the holy bread," he whispered, and
pointed into a dark bakehouse where an old man in a gallabia,
and wearing a tarbush, was muttering the psalms in Arabic
while he tended a brick oven.

Every time the Korban is celebrated, the cucharistic bread
must go straight from the oven to the altar, and it must always
be baked by the sacristan on church premises on the morning
of the Mass. The loaves, of which he had baked perhaps
twenty, were light brown in colour and were beautifully even
and smooth, about three inches in diameter and an inch in
thickness. Each.one was stamped on top with a design of
crosses.

When we returned to the church, the priest was vested for
the Liturgy. He wore a tunic opening down the front, a
long vestment that almost touched the ground, and was worn
ungirded. It was made of cream-coloured silk and was
undecorated. He did not wear the shamlah on his head,
the primitive amice which Copts sometimes twist round the
head like a turban, but a new-fashioned cap rather like a
mitre, except that it was not cleft, neither was it as tall as a
mitre. This cap was richly embroidered with crosses, and
from it a long veil hung down the back to the wearer's heels,
decorated only with a single cross. He wore nothing to
correspond with the Western alb, cincture, maniple, or stole.
His deacon was a barefoot young man dressed in an ungirded